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very fine. This platitude proved as useful in 'the harem
as in an English drawing-room. The bashful lady
immediately responded: "I am most sorry that you
must go/'

As I smoked the cigarette (which really was good)
I explained why there was no option. By this time I
felt outrageously uncomfortable owing to the strange-
ness of the visit and the Shereefah's manners. Our
conversation dribbled on as begun, a string of very
unimportant remarks about food and the distance to
Jeddah. Then a servant girl brought in a coffee-set
from which we drank. The Shereefah had nothing
further to say and so, salaaming, I went away again
down the cushioned suite. When I got outside into the
yard, the Matof, the Wakeel and several other men were
waiting with wide-open eyes. Though they put no
questions I could see they expected to hear what had
been happening. Beside the fountain I sat down and
announced that I had drunk coffee with the Lady of the
House, a remark which satisfied them.

Another two days ran by. As usuaM went to prayers
at the Haram where many people came to ask about
my journey and particularly why I wanted to go back
into the country of the infidels. On a Friday evening,
just after the Sabbath ended, a Palace official arrived
carrying an Arabic document by which all men, in the
Shereef s name, were called upon to give me a free
passage as far as Jeddah. This appeal to the public,
however, was not the only protection for which Feisal
arranged.